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If+ Lord Viſcount COB HAM, 
In Memory of his Fliend, | | 
jupe late Mr. CONGREVE: 


* 
; p hey 2 
—ͤ —jᷣ—ů— — 
N. 


Tis after- days, my Friend, muſt do thee Right, 

And ſet thy Virtues in unenyy'd Light. 

Fame due to vaſt Deſert, is kept in ſtore, 

Unpay'd, till the Deſerver is no more. 

Yet, Thou in preſent the beſt Part haſt gain'd, 

And from the Choſen Few Applauſe obrain'd. 

Ev'n He, who beſt cou'd judge, and beſt cou d praiſe, 

Has high extoll'd Thee, in his deathleſs Lays ;/ 

Ev'n Dryden has immortaliz'd thy Name; 

Let that alone ſuffice Thee, think That Fame. 

Unfit 1 follow, where he led the Way, 

And court Applauſe, by what I ſeem to pay. 

My ſelf I praiſe, while I thy Praiſe intend, 

* For tis ſome Virtue, Virtue to commend: 

{ : And next to Deeds, which our own Honour raiſe, 
1 diſtinguiſh Thoſe who merit Praiſe. *' 
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Lord Viſcount C 0 BH 4 M, 


In Memory of his Friend 
th la Mr. CONGREVE. 


Prima difte mibi, ſumma dicende Camend. Hor: 


= —INCE * N Voice in Congreve's 


1 | Wil, many A Eil be by Polls | 
— _hcard;*. 


Low Rhimes made ſacred, to his Namelie ein,, þ 
ix d to ſuch ee ll make great Glories mine; 


or ſaying 92 
e | | 147 ; . 2.111 5 
1A | Az | __ 


* 


(40 
Far frm el ines, all-low-Lamentings be! 
His Soul ſprung, glad, to Immortality! + 0 f 
That, firſt from Heay'n commiſſion d, for our ſake, 
Men happier, wiſer, better, came to make. 

This Task long try d, in each divineſt Strain, 
Curd Home, It Heavnwards took its flight again ; 
But firſt his Dirge he makes, and Fun ral Rites, 
And, juſt at Death, as all thro Life, Delights: : 
To Duſt gives s Duſt, his We . Amy-Pile! 
Then $a flics the cava of our Iſle. 


E F{ 4 r " 
ins 4. 3 1 - »4 + & ” Sa 1 - ll : by \ * 
N ; k & 
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| Now what vain Poet, what poor Rhiming — 
shall mend what Congreve ſung! upon himſelf 3 
nag? in ſweet Notes, o'r dying! Swans, admir'd, | 


© Which he, like them, juſt ended, and expird?” 
When they can drop ſuch Tears npon — 


As Anaryllis for Amintas ſhed, 4. 

Or with Alexis mourning Muſe can vye, 
Then, nor till then, let vaineſt Voices try, oy 8 

' To tune in Verſe, a Congreve's Elegy — 


No 


n 


No, let us rather decent Feaſts prep ats, 
And Off tings on his annual Day, now nes - 
9 round his Shane his Songs, and mend the 

\ Britiſh Ear: "YON OO enen = 


= Nor mend their Ear alone, but, thro that patt, / 


Sound, in good Senſe, each Soul, "LA 

each Heart“, 41-0 eee 

Misht, mong theſe ſweet Metnorials ſo prepat'd 

By Nymphs and Heroes; my mean Voice be heard 

While Nymphs to ſing his fair Cerilia chuſm, 

Heroes the Birth immortal of his Muſe; © * 

To whom were my Memorial juſtly due, 

But you alone, O Cobham, only us 
Fg ee 125 10 93 ene 
"Thee early, and'thee laſt his tuneful Breath, 

Addreſt with e e 1 0 by Deaths, -. 


1 
. 


ours of Pla in his clic an, ; 


He writ and gain a, as you gain'd, al Men's Prafe : 
| I ; | That 


* , 


' 


That Act of pleaſing, oſt I've 


(6) 4 
That hardeſt Art he paints with greateſt caſe, | 


18 | se nin? ei n <1 
By Friendſhip more, tho vaſtly much by mn 5 


ve thought was writ; . 
From Hims/'s Maſter, to it g Maſter You, | 
By Sympathy the charming Poem gre W-. 


„ 


Your Ways were One 5 Witsof congenial Pare 
Bop ng kae, 6 of Hearts 
Both, of Delighting all Mankind, could boat, : 
But, knowing beſt that Art, cach hes moſt. _ | 


$5 1 TIE » 5. * * N 
" (1 * 


Twas iethoaldhe.Go—nharether To 3004. 
Could be by Nature match d more near than you? 
A Bard that Sicges, Battles, Conqueſts writes 
Aud a young Hero fam d at ſiſty Fights, | 
That of his Mar/bro's Toils had Sharer been, 
And Wars whole Art as much us Julius Teen. "+ 


, . _ 
1 * 
© _— E x7 © = = 


1:17 
Thus 


(CLE 
| Thus Horace fov'd Anguſtus, 1 
Wit raisd Wars Glory, Glory Wu 2 8 
In all Heroic Times tis Wit's Reward, 
That Wat's chief uren orca 
That this was, is, and will, nay muſt be . 10 
Winch che Bard your Friend, 1 ages Friend | 
/ Amn 15 L CT SIVIDTHAL TIN 50 2H: 
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From low familiar Numbers longs to ſtray, 
And break thro her Epiſtolary Way z 
Would raife her Voice ſublime with Epie Force, 
Beyond her uſual Rhꝛitmes that bordet on Diſcourſe,” 
For he, whoſe Fame would, ſure, for all TRE 
If btanch'd/intoa hundred Families 5 14/ 
„ Front à fair Anceſtot of mine, n, J oft 
Third in Deſcent, He, He, this Hero came. 

This muſt inflame the Man, the” not Fe EP 
And, his Mill raiſing, muſt his Pour excuſe, 


- . 
- 2 
- LI, 


Fir d by that Name, my Muſe is borne away,* + 


Then 


(8) 


Then, io I cannot "Ou ſuch a Strain, r 20 


Hear Conan; hear me rali 16. of a Campaign. 

Such Wonders, weakly told, tpemſelves N 

The Theme ſhall Wo” ſo much, my 1 "A b 
offend. 4 „ | 4 10 


= 


Cangreve at 1 I. . ta give ede. 
He ſhall my Injuries to Fame ſce paid. * 
And my Defects beneath his Laurels Wade. 
N nm n een en 411 4 D414 1 
In when ydur Mind reſearching; Cobham, ſay, 
ou Scenes of paſt, triumphant Joys ſurvey, 
When Britains Battle drawn in dread Arraxß 


Each Troop, a Troop'of Champions, did advance, 


Featleſs to drive the Front of fearing i dot 


Say at the Hautþoy's Spirit firing Sound, A 11 
How pays our prancing Stceds the were 
When w your Drums 3 nach, your 
Trumpets. blem, |; (ad ho A 
When gay with Sun-beams your 8040 banks Ke 


AT 5 Knowing 


(69). 
Knowing their Vitor-Riders with delight *2._ - 17 


March d they not proudly forward | fondotFighe! 


Strange Strength of Muſic, that not only can 


Like leading Heroes liſt each common Man: 
a it's prevailing Magic pow'rful Force ... +. + 


an, as with martial Souls, inform the Horſe ! | 
*Gainſt ſeeming Fate they blow their flaming den 
See they dance forwards to rds the Face of Death 
Well may (more ſure) their Riders, dauntleſs, 80, 
True Fate, ſure Death to turn upon the Foc.' Hf 1 
Their Maribro knows their Strength 34 and at heNod 
Of him, as of ſome guiding Guardian God,” 2 
They force the faint French Horſe —the yielding 
Croud __. 5 | \ 
By Squadrons fall, 100 fill s the Cwelling Floud. , 
Be without end pet a could end 
Wars with a Word, where num'rous States depend. 
A Congreve's Verſe alone ſuch Proweſs pays, Foal 
Ang ſuch a Deed alone deſeryes his Praiſe ; 
WY 5 | Whoſe 


Who write low Lines, more Proſe than Poetry, 
Bold Truths at leaſt can tell to which Nou muſt agree. 


(30) 


| Whoſe Muſe with Time could boaſt coævãl Birth, 
And Works ſhall laſt till Time** ſhall end, and Earth. 


If more the Claim, than Peleus” Son of yotre 
From Homer claim'd, His Muſe can pay him 1 
Cobham, evn 1, a Bard of mean degree, 


Pelides, here, muſt own * 2 
And Greek Antiquity excell'd be dumb: 
Teles was, by Neptunes Waves, ſet free, 
"When praying Venus made him raiſe the Sca 


For his Defence **; but Marlbro', as if oοẽꝭ,jé 


Sent him full Pow'rs below, like his Wore 5 4 


Bids Danube all-obedient Billows riſe, 
And [ſweep whole Armics tothe nether 3 ' * 
Fate, on his Helm that perch'd, flew at his Word, 


And little Labour left the Soldier's Sword. 


Thus greater Ammon (not the leſſer) cou'd © © — 
) 


Lay Lightnings by, and bid his brother God 


Of ng whelm whate' er bis Will withſtood.” 
| Ceſar, 


(4a) 


Ceſar, (had Ceſar from Elrfum's Plain, 

That Chicf« of Heroes, rais d on Earth 5 

For Wonder's ſake, at Bleinheim s Battle been) 5 
heck fn Briton Kean had a Hero ſeen. 


Bear eee cool; ; full con ſcious * his Fate 
Would till attend him with affur'd Succeſs, 

I ill futute Feats might make the firſt ſeem leſs: 
Till ſome bright Day ſhould ſhine,to which muſt yield 
Ceſar's grand *+ Fight in fam'd Pharſalia's Field. 
For then, to rival Rome our Chief refolv'd, 

Had: in his mighty Mind the Means revolv'd 3 

Had there, as preſent, Deeds to come ſurvey d, 

Had that long Plan of riſing Triumphs laid, 

In which You, Cobham, bore ſo brave a part, 

Oft near his Perſon, nearer ſtill his Heart; | 

And, which when wond ring Worlds ood firuck 
tocleesr i: nl rho | 

All ie equal to theſe 2 Three. 


1 1 ; 3 But 


(tz) 
But this Brave Man! how mild, how caltn be tode! 
If he's no more than Man, he s neareſt like: a xy God. 
Cool in warm Fights! altet Fights gain'd, ſerene ! _ 


As no ſuch Battle had, or Conqueſt been; A 42 
But a x dee 1 ww "Kh within?" 


2 12 411 i 29» 14} #47 + 1 


If high move ee mong w ars mcateſt Ante 
What Raptures in a Conqu ring Gen ral's Mind, 8 
Say, You've oft tty d, oft feli them, muſt we ſind! 
Then, on chat dread; that all deciſiye Da, Ŕ 
When, full at take, the Fate of Europe lay, 
What Ardors thro your Britiſh Breaſt did roll? - 
How ſtitrd each buſy Corner of your Soul? | 
Bur, when you ad play d the Patriot-Hero's part, a 
What March · beat Conqueſt then within your Heart? 
How mov d yout Pulſe, your Blood how n ran, 


How ſhone your Eyes -O tell us if you can, 
Or was in God - like Raptures loſt the Man? 
Give us, by fuck near Synipathics,*” toknow, © | /* 
How bright War's Genius blaz'd in Marlborough Fh 
ft That 


en) 
5 That Part to Britains Poet, to your Friend, 414920 
To Congreve's Pen to paint, we muſt commend ;/ | 


Whoſe Muſe did long with an 
To hall our Hero, at that wiſh'd Return, 10 


hen all his Victories ſhould aner buA 
w ftiendly force to Peace the 'Foes he wn 
Tis come, the great Important Day is come, 
See Churchill brings his — — 
That Space of Time eee 
They will be leſs believ'd that thoſe of Tr. 
More Battles he, more Provinces has won, 
rurd with more Cities, Each, his Toils to crown, 
Than the Greet rx non Years to take the 
Trojan Town. ne 
See the gilt Barge evievitog dana: as. 
Big ning to ſight comes near; and{Milf more near, As 
With fullftretch'a fiity Wings it lcems to 1 N 


O'er friendly Tides, and thro afriendly Sky. 
Methinks with Gratitude the willing Land. 


Which to this Hero owes the World's command, 
| „ foo fp 1363 nn Scene 


At his own Palace, Fame's laſt beſt Reward. 


(36) 


Seems one vaſt Promontary, jutting fortn 
To meet the Barque that brings ſuch tteaſur d Worth. 
Numbers, ſo paſt all counting, croud the Shore, 
Nought but the Sands, chen cover d, could be more, 
And with their Shouts of. Joy, made the. Sea ſeem 
AI itt 100 T 03 mot vibeagiſt br 
So long, ſo loud, juſt while he lands, theſe Joys 
That they want Breath to end their welcome Voice. 
Thence ashe. pasd,Throngs markingRoads he meets, 
More than might Aumies make, line- long Augufs's 
Streets: en e mom! or net % 


They his brave Soldiers Europe's, Savers call, 


But Him the Life, and Him the Soul of all 


Him, this victorious Army's Gen ral Soul, 

That Heav'n infus d, and that inform ne: 
The num rous Bodys Univerſal ** Mind, 
Which gave it Spirits to preſerve Maki, U 
The Council, Court, the grave grey Guides of State, 


VoungLords brightgütr ring Belles, his Triumphs waltz 
TheſePomps he paſs d War's Genius had prepar d, 


He, that would æno his Je, muſt ſee hum home, 
Happily plac d uin his private Romnmdẽ j 241 
Where, free from Eyes profane, and publiek Noile;/ 
He may, like Majeſty; indulge his y. 
Here he may ſhew-his'Soul thro'ev'tySenfſeys r 
And let Fame's n6ble Paſſions pleaſe the Prinee : 
Here Oer his Motions he can have a&Spy; 77 5751 3 
But ot 4 Hero's ot a Poet's E yon 2g nn 
They, by ſtrange Sympathy, ſee e ty Part 
Of his touch d Soul and his tranſported Heatt.— 
For look; War's Genius crown'd before him ſtands, 
Fame's Rolls and Wreaths of Laurel fill his Hands 
There left the Laurel, there the Poem lies, 
By tbeſe. you il follow-me, then ſeeks the Skies 
Would it were nou, the raptur d Watrior erics. + 
What diff rent Genii s diff rent Heroes wait, 
How fat a Mar llrcts ſtom à Brutus" Fate :! 
ho the Hrigbt ſeeing in his Tent, alone, 
'd Brave, Ill meer thee, but diſguis d a Groan. 


* 3 | Yet 


— — —4 
- - - 
. © 


(#6) 


0 
Let all may gueſs, who that fad Story knowͤ- 


The Britons Pleaſure by the Romans Wo-. 


What various conſcious Spirits move their Blood, 
Who act for zealj or miſtaken Good? ::: 
Wide open now'ou'rOpe from Congreve lies, 
Which fond he gaz d on, fix'd, and fedrhis Eyes: 


There finds out Bard, to ſing his Battles horn, 


And paſt tumultuous Triumphs gives to ſcorn, 
Slights the ſhort Breath of popular Applauſe, 
That dies before the next new Breath it draws; ;(> 


Bu here the Hero's Thought as well as Eye, 20 


e e: egen, | 
2511 moot =! 525 but 91 2456 »126T 

\ Say, Cabham, now, eee thy Heros Soulꝰ 
> be his Paſſions for true Fame controulꝰ 
Does he not read, tiſe raptur d, fit again, 
Then read; A it at x WG 
He ee SR -pleas'd Mind, each 
-© Campaign? ' ar einm Ar lt ga 


$31 p * So, 


'(77”) 
So, when his Harp divine: Timotheus ſtrung, 3 
And play d, by Dryden's Mouth, what Phebus ſang, 
Warm'd into Flights of War young Ammon flew, 
And fought, in Thought, his Battles o'er a- new. 


He read; new Life felt riſing, while he read 

His Deeds compar'd, with thoſe moſt mighty Dead, 
Whoſe Names, in Fame's immortal Liſt, caroll'd, 
Their Glories date from Years, by thouſands told. 
And found in Congreve's like Prophetic 9s 1s 

His ſoard as high, and ſure to laſt as long. | 

But when to thoſe warm wcll-judg'd Lincshe came, 
That Churchills juſtly fix d o'cr 3? Ceſar $ Fame TH 


_ 


| Able no longer to contain, he ſaid, 


. own my Toils and Hazards all . 2 8 6 
* « How ſhort the Verſe, that ſo greatTrurhs dif plays! 
— They, like collected: Beams thro' Cryſlals 8 


He, with the Luſtre, gives the Fire of Praiſc! 


0 Matchleſs as Pindar s is my Congreve's $ Rage, 
« That can contract an Liad to a Page; 


1* 8 « Yet 


2 k . 
— y 7 
* , ” 
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(78) 
© Yet ſo judicious, while he ſings with Flame, 


That where he heightens moſt, he moſt ſecures my 
Fame, 


* Ceſar's Pharſalia (trac |) made Slaves, ** but x 
« Fought at Ramillias Plain for precious Liberty. 

< Periſh that mean-born Pride, that Baſtard State, 

« Which aims to grow, by Nicn's Misforrunes, Great. 
«-Sooner might I be beat, - myſelf made Slave, 
Than ſubdue Realms, to ruin, not to ſave. 
More Curſes on ſuch Chiefs than Bleſſings wait, 


© Thoſe that their Triumphs love, the Traytors hate. 
The Laurels Congre ve brings me, I apptove, 

0 Sprung from, and nouriſh'd by my Country's Love. 

« MyEnd, Man's Freedom gain'd; to crown the Scene 

5 The Muſe applauds me, and the World's beſt Queen; 
4 «711 go Content —and who would ſeek for more, 

: 6 Let him high Heaven with Yau loſt Por 
Ye implore, x 

« To have what Hero never had before. | 


«If 


That remains with us, nor with Bodies dies, 


« On Maro's Julius on my Congreves I. 


„ (ie 
« If, to new Worlds removing from this old, 
« We, what new Worthies act below, behold; 
« Perhaps, inflam d thro' me, ſome Patriot may, 
© COBHAM or BLANDFORD, gain ſome future Day, | | 


Great as Ramillia's and as Bleinheims were, 
« And with like Triumphs Britains Glory rear; 4 
« Give, give, ye Heavens, if ſuch a Day ſhould be, | 
« Give your old Soldier's Spirit Pow'rto ſee: a 
« Should I ſee this, though honour with the Skies | 
« Sure it would add, in part, to Paradiſe. . | | 
« Conſcience of doing well, if loſt; were hard; | | 
ce That alone Virtue makes its own Reward: f | 


« Blefling and bleſt, it ſeeks, with Souls, the Skies. 
te Since thus tis noble to deſire true Fame, 

« Odours celeſtial ſcenting Virtue's Name; 

« Since Pindars Spirit my bleſt Bard endues, 

& Join'd with the Mantuan and Mæonian Mule ; 

« On Homer's Wings ſtill may Pelides fly, 


S2 « Theſe 


* 


(20) 
Theſe Lines are mine, ſaid he, and theſe Ill keep, 
“Brave Thoughts they'll wake by Day, _ wal 
_ <0 eee e 0345 100101 ee 
e "7 4936), RAGE 4 1] 10 NH, 
Acre ceasd the Chief; arid (for egg pi 
Bore off the Praiſes in his panting Breaſt. 
So by like Genius alike Hero fit d, Nei ov by 
Did the like Acts, and like Renown acquir'd d! 
Daly, each Night, as? Ammon ſought his Bed, 
Ais Sword and Homer lay beneath his Head 
Thoſe ever ſhould to him, he did declare, 
Be one his Law, and one his Plan of War: 
The Plans of War he form d from Homers Word, 
And gave the Law to Nations with his Sword. 


* * . - * 
| 1 at 
. * 1 


* 
* 4 ' 


Thus, if a Modern's *” fam'd Records be true, 
Firſt fir'd to Fame from Homer's Models grew 
The ſecond Hero that the World cer knew. © 

In Time** —for Time Achilles firſt does name, 
But Churchill, They, and Cæſar, all the ſame, 
Allow no firſt, all Principals, in Fame. | 


* 2 


621 0 


Here chatm d (tho Kings and Chiefs ſo Glorious be) 
From Kings and Chiefs turn we our Eyes to ſce, 
What Wonders from the . Works of Wit ariſe, 
That thus warm Mortals to deſerve the Skies 

ake them Immortals, fit for thoſe Abodes, 
ba change Earth's Chiefs to Heavnly Demy-Gods. 

jects, that ſoar ſo high! They * mock my Toll 
And ſcem but mock'd themſelves in my mean Style. 
Cobham, too long, I creep on Lines too low. 
Elſe they ſhould ſtill of Epic Poets ſlo /.] 
As great the Glory, as themſelves beſtow. '! ] 
Them high, as they theit Chiefs, my Pen may raiſe; 
Oft ſimpleſt ++. Words ſupply ſublimeſt Praiſe: 
Since urg d by Bards, you Patriot: Heroes, Act, 
Plain Truth er r ee re Partners in each 
Fact. 11551 it note og red Nn 


Of all learn'd Men, her Na a pur uu {iT 


To flatter Grandeur and deny me This? «did tH 
For, Sir, learn'd Men have; now, mean vulgar ways” 


| In our ſelf. ended and degen rate days: 


. & 


Proud 


(229 


Proud Kings they flatter, and rich Gen'rals prize, 
But poorer Bards, ++ tho' Fame's beſt Props, deſpiſe. 
They'll Kings and Conquerors, that flouriſh now, 
Above old Greece or Rome, with eaſe allow : : 
But not with Poets will they deal the ſame, - + + 
To Ancient ſactificing Modern Fame, 20 F 
n Praiſe +5, old Tous and new Perfections =D 
Able ae EP 
Pp: +5 of this complains i in Cæſars Times, 
hen Latian Lines were blam d, mabishbn bes 
5 e then, was Good, had Wiſdom, Muſick, Wit, 
Morals, or Learning, but what Greeks had writ,  ' 
Rome's Pedants:cry'd, of Attick Reading full, 
Bad Rome's beſt Writers were, nay Horate dull 5 
His brighteſt Beauties in each boaſted Piece 


Mere petty Larcenies from learned Greece :* 


He baniſh'd Railers that bore Spite to Senſe, 


Till boldly riſing up in Truth's Defence, | 
Carry d the Court, got Patrons, gain d his Prince. 


Thus 


(23) 

Thus Learning had, with Greece, been doom'd todie, 
But he points out, in Nome, its true Poſterity. 
Elſe Tully's Eloquence had fail d to pleaſe, 
Sunk down by Fools to raiſe Demoſthenes, 
Great Maro s ſacred Page had paſs d for poor; 
That made (thought Dances!) Homers Merit more: 
Livy's and Salluſts Hiſtories had been 
Bury'd in Duſt, unheard of, and unſeen : 
Thucydides, Herodotus muſt paſs, - i 
With them, the only Writers of that Claſs. 
As for poor Horace, him ESE todie, 

To add to Pindars Immortality. ; 
But Horace laſh'd theſe Pedants of the Schools,” 
And, from affected Wits, he prov'd them Fools. 
Now, Sir, as Romans ſhar'd with Greeks their Fame, 
80 ſhould with Romans Britons ſhare the ſame. - 
Homer and Virgil would not ſcorn to be 
Of Miloms and of Spencer's Company's ; 
Nor Tully nor Demoſthenes aſpire, 
To be than Cowper, King, or Somers higher. 


(24). 


* Thueydides, Herodotus would own 

(With Livy, Salluſt) well-writ Wonders bens, 
As theirs, in Raleigh and in Clarendon. 
Here, our vex d Pedants, vainly to abuſe | FM 
Themes, they want Honour or elſe Senſe to chuſe, 
May call mine Thefts from the Horatian Muſe. -. 
Iown it; nay ſhould boaſt, be proud on'r too, 
{i Would it make Britons know, as Romans n 
| | Tis mean to honour Heroes fot their State, 
| 1 And ſcorn poor Poets, who theit Pomp 8 

| * I' know well what, know well to whom 4 24 

| * Know the Cauſe good, Judge juſt, and dare proceed, 
| l Long after Homer begg d; the Roman Plow | ul 
{  Feltthe Sweat falling from the Laurell d Brow; | 
| | | Than. Conſul-Chiefs were 2908, * , — 
1 | any now. | I ene 

F 'Tis Worth; not Wealth, tis is Service; and: not. State» 

That makes, like Heroes, Pocts truly great. 
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(29) . ; 
My Lord; 1, here, your pow'rful Judgment claind 
Who beſt can Give, as moſt you merit Fame; 
Say, if their Verſe the Minds of Kings excite, © -© 
Bravely to die, or do their Nation Right; 
Stand they not firſt of all learn d Liſts on Eartù, 
Beſt Public Bleſſings to their Place of Bin ꝰ 


* 


Sure proud Philoſophers muſt, here, make way, 


Here, to ſuperior +? Poets yield the Dax. 
This Plato, Foc +* of Poets, knew was tight, 

And copy*d Homer's Beauties, Day and Night. 
This Alexander's Tutor prov'd he knews | 4 
Preſenting Hamer to his Prince's View, £ 
Take prince, ſaid he, and read then Worida ſubdue, 


The Prince, with reading not content, would write 


Works, that join d Fame and Profit, to delight. 
Hence that Right Hand, which held the Sward eum 
Judge o er the World, for Homer held the Pen. i | 


Nor let weak Wits think this below a King, 
Thus to Tranſcribe, what Bards inſpir'd ing. 


D ra No 


- (35) 

No cauſe had he to bluſh, or think it name, 

To write what rais d the higheſt Hero's Fame, 

Or ſhare in Works where he was ſure to ſee 

Ev'n Gods, that, there, would keep him Company. 

There the three Graces, there the Tuneful Nine, 

Pan and Miner ua and Apollo join. 

Thus, hon' ring Poets, Hx treap'd high Renown, 

Who twice ſav'd . Pindar's Houſe, When twice he 
ſack d a Town. : 

Solon, for Wiſdom, o'er the wiſeſt fats, 

That Hamer be in Publick read, proclaim \ * 

Horace, ſure witneſs! who himſelf alone. 


| Stands fora hundred Witneſſes in one, nit wb 
| * us we learn, what's be great, wiſe, go q, wrong, 
right, 95 . & 3 23; 219) 35111 2310 i# 
: , 


From Homer better, than the beſt that write. 
Ze Judge Lycurgus—who wrote Nation's Laws— 
Himſelf wrote Homer outlet That decide the Cauſe. 
Law-givers, ſce, Philoſophers; and 1 „e 
Bend when the ne of the Poets ſings. 
' | Lex 


(27) 
Yet this”? Meonian; and che Meirhes Flames" 
And Congreve's Modern Fire are all the ſame; 

l from one Source, in diff tent Ages came. 
ee indeed, thus coming laſt, to climb, 
| (Againſt their advantageous Hill of Time; 
Yet ſtill we find Priority of Days 
No Bitth-right to Priority of Praiſe!” 


Tr F 


Change but each Age, when theſe three Poets ſhone ; 


Their Perſons, to impartial Eyes, are ONE. 
Congre ve had Homer been, in Homer's Time; 
Homer been Congreve, now, and « wrote fuck a 
Rhime. e ne 
Both could, with Magic Arts of Verſe, alike, 
Nouze Souls to Arms, and warlike Paſſions ſtrike.” a 
IT T 1 


e 


: Cobham; if ann Pan 


Thus move (beſt Martial ** Muſick !) Heroes Hearts; 
| Tis hard to ſay, we; rather of the two, 
| To Von owe Poets or to Poets Lou. 


D 2 | * 
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| OY Ls. — 
4 you to thoſe Acts by Verſe divine. 


Pleas d with both Song and Subject, Thus we know, 
Arms and the Man (like Virgil's ſang) we owe, ? 
Alike to Cengreve and to * 


When his brave Hrilico #3 bright Claadian ſang, 
; Rome with the Poct's Praiſe and Hero's, rung: 0 
Senates and Emperors, by Statutes wile, 


| Bad to their Claudian Bay-crown'd Statues riſe - 
Greater our Chief, ſublimer was our Bard; 


And ſhall more Metit! meet with lefs Reward! F 
Shall it in Britain be the Poets Doom, 
To fall neglected for excelling Rome? 


Forbid That Monarchs, Senates, Heroes, all, 


Whom we can Brave, Great, Wiſe, and Noble call: 
All, whoſe Deeds claim that Verſe, which never - 


Thoſe Deeds, their Glories to immortalize 3 | 
Elſe, may thoſe Poems ceaſe, they ceaſe to prize! 


That 


C 
That Pen, O Chief, which a Chicf's Mind upreatt, 
ls to Nation worth a Grove of Spears. 

; * AT; dor nnen 


ment whole, 25, $998 0 
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In praiſe of Everlaſting Poetry. 


Figtt all your Days, freſh Fame get b : 
Not ſung by ſuob as Congreve twould decay. 
Elſe, near Achille Tomb, why? tell me, why? 
Why was great Alexander heard to ſi n? 
He grie /d no Homer grac d his glorious days, 
That equal Proweſt $ might have equal Praiſe : as 
Pity! an Age, whence Deeds Heroic ſpring, 
a Should barren prove of Bards thoſe Deeds to ſing! 
Fer" Agamemnons Reign, liv'd Kings of Men 


ey” 


—_ 


Great avhimſelf was, or Achilles, then; 


= 4 N * 
* * * - 2 
. 
* 


„ 
' Whoſe Ads, dead ace ler chem their ons 
So muſt all Ages, had ſome Bard appear d, 
Divine like Congreve, to deliver doun 
In deathleſs Lines their mY cen) Regown 


But Homer wrote what Worlds will ever read. 
Thus, ſee, the Muſe alone has Pow'r to ſave 


Tour Glorys going to your gloomy Grave. 


3 ad "WIE 
Nor do Bards 8 your Fame, bu "5 l 
Great Souls to War their Works of Art awake 
Witneſs a great (and greatly * *7 ſurnam'd) King, 
Who, from Experience, vows the very thing. 


My Soul more ſtruck, ſays he, reads Ceſar's Deeds, 
Than mans by Magick Temper mantle Steeds. 


f a ty | 

Ny Lord, che Truth of thi . Thought, | 

Practice muſt you, like that bravePrince, have taught. 
Pray you! read on, then let your Mind be known, 


This Thought is now, or will be then, your own. 


WJ * 


. 


Pardon this forward Ardour in my Muſe, 52% 
What for Heroic Batds ſhe ſays, excuſe: oo | 
In you the Poet and the Hero live, K 
| And what the one excuſes, both forgive,” 1--: - | 
Example pleads my Cauſe, ſince Horace too- 
Wrote to Auguſtus ** what I write to you; 's £ 
Tho, true | he did what I but wiſh to do. g 
| Virgils he rais d, as 1 would Congreve's Namie, 

And, where he hit the Mark, I mproud to aim, - 1 
His Skill's ee but our Task'sthe ſame. 


Elſe ſhould1, growing too familiar, fear : 
My tedious way of Talk might tire your Ear: 
My Lord; they” te ae Lites 7 te next to 
hear, | an 
Them you'll read pleas d; and tell us, in your Breaſt, 
| What Thoughts this o Speech from your dear Friend 
e | 1 | 


Th * 91 
* 


my 


© Sincereſt Critick of my Proſe, or Rhime: 


* N how thy pleaſing STowE employs thy Time; 
cc Says * 


« Or Stratagems of War, or Schemes of State? 


- 5 
- 
C19 
* 


"Pas g 0 EE ) 2 a g 
« Say, Cobham, what amuſes thy Retreat, 
A DPoeſt thou recall to Mind with Joy or Grief . 
« Great Marlhro's Actions? That immortal Chief, 
« Whole ſlighteſt Trophies rais d in each Campaign, 
« More than ſuffic'd to ſignalize a Reign? 
© Or doeſt thou grieve indignant now to fee © | 


The fruitleſs End of all thy Victory 


©'To ſee tk audacious Foc, ſo late ſubdu d, 


| #Diſpure ſo long thoſe Terms for which they u | 


As if Britannia now were ſunk ſo low, 

« To beg that Peer ſhe wonted to beftowr. 4 

& Re far that Guilt, be never known. that Shame, 
2 That England ſhould retract her 1 88 Claim, 
<,Qrceaſing to be dreaded and ador'd, bg o 


| n with Nelke eur. 


Theſe were thy Friend's warm Words to thee, at 
His Will, in Poetry 's laſt parting Breath; 
3 15 | 9 - | | Beſt 


(33) | 
Beſt Legacy “, that could be well bequeath'd by Wit, 
Or could his Friend's Heroic Soul. befit! - 
And don't theſe Lines? They do, they ſtrike you ſo 
As thoſe I late deſcrib'd did mighty Mariborough : /. 
They rouze your Soul to Arms, all warm for War} / 
Which much you feel within, too modeſt to declare: 


May I. my Lord; in my moſt humble Phraſe/ 
Name ſome few Thoughts fuch Lines as thefe muſt 
raiſe? 0 | 15 | * 
One hidden Wiſh may my poor Hints ſuggeſt. 
And ſhew the Patriot burning in your Breaſt? 
This, like your Anſwer, I preſume, would be, | 
Which ſolves his Queſtion, tho low. penn d forthee 


0 Congreve | Maribro plac d before theſe Eyes} 
How can thy Soldier's Spirit chuſe but riſe? - 
If, farther much, this Foreign Pride pretends; 
-And makes us Foes, it courted to be friends 3 


$: -_---- _ 
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Both of a Naval and a Landing War: 


(34), 
Might I. once more, be bid in Arms to ſhine, 

I'd ſhare his Glories, make your Poems mine: 
Still Britain ſhould be dreaded and ador dc 
As your Pen rais d the Luſtre of my Sword. 


8 1 - 


Such ſhould Igueſs your Thought, becauſe no more 


Than but to do, what you have done before. 


Come to Spain's e Coaſts, when laſt you croſs d the 
Kuen taz £94) 3017 08004 J. ww S 


Lou ſaw, you conquer d,. for you humbled Spain, 


See, what I ſay: of Poet's Pow'rs; how true! 


And what by warming Heroes they can do! / 
For, lol ſince Congreve did this Poem write, 
They grow deliberate; ** too cool for Fight! 
They've learnt brave Britons loudeſt Threats declare 


—— 


Ev'n now they think they hear our Lion roar, woH 


Frighten their Golden Fleece, and ſhake their Shogr: ; 


Then recolle& our Chiefs that bore Command. 


Names carrying Terror thro' their conquer'd Land : 


But 


I IT ; 


(35) 

But then, Thee nam d {—lateThunder-claps theyhear 
\iſhful cry Truce—and condeſcend to feat. 
Hence, ſhould they e er from ſuch wiſe Meaſures ceaſe, 
And wildly War prefer to proffcrd Peace: 
J, if Hiv'd to ſee ſo ſtrange a Time, 
Would ſttive to ſhine in Proſe, that can't in Rhime. 
From Tully (Bard ** lite me!) would try to draw 
A Piece like his, on the Maniliam Law; 
Would ſhew that ain ſhould humbled be by yon, 
As he prov'd Pomprꝝ beſt would Pantus King ſubdue. · 
So like each Theme, it my Succeſs ſecures 
Change but the Name, and Pompeys Praiſe is yours. 
Thus, free to uſe grcar Tulys Words divine, 
I, juſt· apply d, mightjuſtly make them mine. 
ra ſkew ſuch Prowels, Influence, and Sueceſ, 
Our Britow's Arms, muſt, as his Romans, bleſs. 
Shew how you, Cobham; in the Art of War, * 
Your Skill with his Great Pompey can compare; 
That, like him, formidable grown by Fame, 15 


You carry Conqueſt in your very Name. 
ORE: E 2 e on 
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(36) 


23 But Congroveigone, what Bard in equal Lays, / 
Of ſach freſ Battles ſhould form proper Praiſe? „ 
| Yourſelf, beſt Critic *+ of bis Verſt and Proſe, 


Who, but Yourſelf, would beſt ſuch Works compoſe? 

Doubly, like Ceſar, Act; firſt gain each Fight, 

Then, what yon greatly Gain, as wiſely Write. 
| Your Talent recollecting, I rejoice, 

I choſe, to end my Letter, Congreves Voice. 


For Phebas whiſpers; 4 Thy Epiſtle's long, 


£ Be wiſe, and crown it with my Laureat's Song; 


"4 So ſhall thy humble Ivy creep around 


„Their Lawrels, which triumphant Temples bound, 
#Cobham'sand Congreve's: -that's cnough--now ceaſe 
& Learn this hard Leſſon, when to hold thy peace. 
Many, whoſe. Genius led them to excel, 

© Loſt Fame, not leaving off, when all was well. 


» "Wh a 
9 


The 


TUE main End of this Epiſtle is the Eu * 


| 


| 


| / 


in their own Words, as far as they thought proper, 
1 F ; ome 


The Argument and Deſign of this 


FIN 


| anth{Praiſe of Mr. Congreve, as an Excelle 
in all the different Branches of Poetry; but princi- 
pally in that prime, noble One, which the Profeſ- 
ſors of that ingenious Art term the Great Poet ry; 
that is to ſay, the Heroic or Epic and Pindaric kinds. 
It is inſcribed tothe Lord Cobham, as an Anniver- 
ſary Memorial deſigned in Honour of the Deceaſed, 
He being Mr. Congreve's beſt-loved Patron, andthe 
Engliſh Pollio of him our Engliſh Virgil. It war 
uſual, among the Ancients, upon Feſtivals, for Ne. 


citers to chuſe ſome one Fragment out of a favourite 


Poet, which that Poet had written upon a favou- 
rite Subject or admired Hero; and this Fragment, 
theſe Reciters ſung, before ſome noble Patron,” and 


a large Audience or Aſſembly of other Perſons, for 


their Entertainment and Improvement. The an» 
cient Reciters of this kind (if we believe Plato) were 
held in great Honour, and looked upon themſelves 


a4 inſpired, as well as the great Poets whoſe ”—_ 


ments they recited, and whoſe Verſes they ſung. 


was their Cuſtom, before they began to fing, to point 


out the Excellencies of the Song itſelf, and to paint 


& 


(38) 


ſome peculiar Merits and ſhiningly diſtinguiſhed Cha- 
racteriſtics of the Hero in the Song, to fhtw*hke- 
wiſe their own Senſibility of the more ſpecial and 
particularized Worth of the Subject, which gave 
Birth to that, their favourite Poets Frag mens, 
which they were going, by way of Preference,” to 
celebrate: Thijs they thought, and indeed rightly 
udged, a very proper and natural Procedure to ju- 
ſtiſ their own Choice of that particular Piece, by 
way. of Excellence, from all the other ( perhaps) 
numerous Performances of ſuch à Port, upon other 
reat and Heroic Subjects. 
Pur ſuant to this old Cuſtom, I ſuppoſe myſelſi a 
Reciter; Mr., Congreve i thb Poct praiſed”; the 
Fragment choſen far this End is his Ode upon be 
Succeſs of her late Majeſty's. Arms, under the auſpi. 
ciuus Conduct of the Ever-Viftorious Duke of 
Marlborough: Fhe Lord Cobham, who was the 
 Eye-witneſs and great Partner in that Generaliſt 
mos Military Atchievements, Triumphs, and Glo- 
ries, and who was likewiſe both a Pollio, a Mecæ- 
nas, and 4 bind of Auguſtus to our Engliſh Virgil, 
Varus and Horace, all united together in the Per- 
ſan of Mr. Congreve, is the noble Patton I chuſe ; 
and all other Readers I ſuppoſe to form the Audience, 
before whom this Ops 1s to be recited or fung by 
me. | nu e 
This Necital ic, I think not improperly, ſuppoſed 
70 be performed, by referting to ſeveral Paſſages in 
Mr. Congrevc's Ode, quoted in the Notes, and by 
referring the Reader to peraſe that whole excellent 
Frece (which is very ſhort, but very comprehenſive, 
acrording to Pindar's Example) as it is preſented * 
00 33 
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(39) 


the Public in Mr Congreve's Works. The latter 


Part of the Epiſtle is wholly ew in praiſe of the 
Great or Heroic Poetry, and Epic Poets in general, 
and Mr. Congreve, above all the Poets of that ſort 
in our Time, in particular, in which Fudement of 
him, I am confirmed by the Authority of Mr. Dry- 
den, and the Teſtimony of Mr. Pope, who ſpeaking 
of their Tranſlations of Homer, give him, in this 


aparity, a pre-emmence to themſelves. It con- 


thudes with an Example of the excellent Effects of 
Poetry, written by a great Hand, taken from ſome 
Lines adareſsed by Mr. Congreve but very lately to 
the Lord Cobham: Thus the Epiſtle begins and 
ends with a Quotation of two Poems of Mr. Con- 
oreve's tomy Patron, the Lord Cobham 3; the firſt 
whereof was inſcribed to him many Tears ago, and 
the latter not long before our Poet's Death; ſo 
that this noble Lord, was the proper Perſon to 


chuſe for the Patron, before whom the Praiſe of 
the Ode above mentioned ſhould be recited, accord- 


ing to my Motto, taken from Horace's Epiſtle to 
Mecznas. % 91 | 229:x0 : 
+... Primg dicte mihi, ſumma dicende Cameent. * 
Horace hath written the whole firſt Epiſtle of his 


ſecond Book to Auguſtus, on the ſelf-ſame Subjett, 


the Praiſe of Heroic Poetry, in Honour of that 
Emperor's and his axon," as well as. ſince the whole 


World's favourite Epic Poets, Virgil and Varus. 


"NOTES. 
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a” Phirimatng that the ſame Friendſhip ſubſiſting be- 


ll! | tween Lord Cobham, and Mr. Congreve, as there was 
| between the Noble Pollio and Virgil; any thing in the 
1 
| 


| Praiſe of ſuch a Poet, muſt be acceptable to ſach a No- 
= bleman's Ear. : : Ft 
"= . * 'Theſe Hymns (as they are called by the Ancients) 
| were uſually ſung, but ſometimes only recited; and as 1 
[' pretend not to write of theſe ſublime Poems in a Style, be- 
yond that, which conſiſts of Rhimes, that are Sermoni pro- 
piora, I pretend to call it only ſaying a Hymn; to which 
Pliny, in the beginning of his Panegyric to the Emperor 
Trajan gives, methinks, ſufficient Commendation for a leſt 
modeſt Man than myſelf, that is but an Epiſtolary Writer, 
to be contented with. He repreſents theſe bare Reciters 
as acceptable to the Gods as the ſublimeſt Poets; they 
were reckoned by many of the Ancients as much inſpired | 
as the Poets themſelves, whoſe Works they recited, as 2 
Spondanus tells us. | 8 | : 
3 Alluding to the laſt Poem Mr. Congreve wrote not long 
before he died to the Lord Cobham, on the Improvement 


„ of Time, in Nhich are theſe Preparatory femarkable Lines 
= on Death, in Imitation of Horace's Epiſtle to Alb. Tibullus. 
x Kill think the preſent Day the laft of Life. 


| n bo thus can think, and who ſuch Thoughts purſues, - 

ij | Content may keep his Life, or calmly luſe. 

me ; All Proofs of this thou mayſt thy ſelf receive : | 
3 WhenLeiſure from Affairs will give thee leave, 2 725 


- 


. 
Sx 
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C 
1 Theſe two Verſes refer to thoſe two Patterns 
for Elegy Writing, Mr. Congreve's Paſtorals on the Death 
of C Mary, and the Marquis of Blandford. 5 4 


©* Alludes to the Cuſtom of the Antients, by Annual 
Celebrations of their Poets and Heroes. | 


7.3 Alludes to Mr. Congreve's Art of Pleafing, ans! his 
laſt Copy of Verſes, both addreſs d to Lord Cobham, 


The Hmpathy here mentioned, and in ſome following 
Verſes, repreſenting the Friendſhips Great Perſonages 
naturally take to one another, makes a hne Chapter in 
Gracian's Hero, and is delicately handled by ſeveral emi- 
nent Writers, quoted in the Notes upon that Chapter. 


** Fifty Fights, &c. meaning a great Number, or near | 1 
the Number, which is true. © ; » 2 


n This, is manifeſt by many Parts of Horace's 
Works, particularly from the Eſteem Auguſtus had for 
him. Herein alſo the Friendſhip of Mr. Congreve, Lord 19 
Cobbamand the Duke of Marlborough are repreſented. 


' 74.75 After naming the Duke of Marlborough, the 
Author, in order to win the Attention and Benevolence 
ol his Patron the Lord Cobham, does himſelf the Honour 
to hint, that the Duke was related to a Lady of his Fa- 
mily; which he finds to be thus, viz, Mrs. Winſton, 
Daughter and Co-heir of Sir Henry H/in/tor of the Coun- 
ty of Glouceſter, by his Wife Dionifia Bonde, Siſter of Sir 
William Bonde of Highgate, marry d John Churchill Eſq; 
from whom Sir . Winſton Churchill Father of the late 
Duke of Marlborough. * + | DE TH 
1 | IP rd I 8 
1 Talk F a Campaign, &c. So Horace ſays; who can 
deſcribe (Quis deſcribat) the Actions of Cæſar? But he 
ſays however, he can, when Opportunity ſerves, Scribere 
| fortem & juſtum; Scipiadam, ut ſapiens Lucilius, &c. And 
the Author here ſays the 1 he makes in * * 
* N "i. 1 5 1 1 T SE 


| (42) 75 
the Campaign, will be made up by what Mr, Congreve 
ſings upon it, in his ſublime Ode, to which the Author 
makes frequent Alluſions on all Occaſions ; ſo that, if 
that Ode be conſulted, as often as it is quoted, the whole 
Ode may be ſaid to be recited, as it were, by pomting 
the Reader to every Paſſage of it in the Courſe of this 
Epiſtle. BD ; 5 8 4 9 
In the Deſcription of Battles, the Horſes are never o- 
mitted. vid. Horace, Virgil, Statius, Claudian. 
10 turn Fate upon the Foe. So Claudian ſays in this 
Senſe, Convertere fata, | 4 
29 Alluding alſo to theſe Lines of Claudian; 
O quantum populo ſecreti numinis addit 
Imperii praſens Genius“ 11%: ter 
20 This refers to the Duke of Marlborough's Letter a- 
bout the Battle of Blenbeim, Auguſt 13, MS. 1704. 
wherein, among other Things, his Grace ſays; By the 


- Bleſſing of God ue . obtained a compleat Victory. We have 


cut off, great Numbers of them as well in the Action as in the 
Retreat, befides upwards of 30 Squadrons of French, which 
I puſhed into the Danube, where we ſaw the greateſt part of 


them periſh. 


** Theſe Verſes refer to Mr. Congreve's fine Poem enti- 


tled, The Birth of the Muſe. 


2 Achilles, in Homer, is protected from the Trojans, by 
an Over- flowing of the Sea, at the Interceſſion of Thetis 
to Neptune, : | | : . N f 

** Rival Friend, Rivalry ariſing from Envy is mean, 
and repines at and hates ſuperiour Virtue in another; 


but there is a nobler fort, ſpringing from Emulation, 


which likes, approves, and loves the greateſt Virtues 
moſt, even in a Rival, which is highly commendable. 


Phar- 


— 


(43) 


1 Pharſalia muſt yield toRamellies, See Mr. Congreve's 


Ode, where he ſpeaks of that Battle, and his Notes 


thereon. 


25, This alludes to Claudiar's Obſervation on the Mo- 
deration and Calmneſs of a Victor, which is reckoned 


by the Ancients a celebrated Paſſage. 
77, proximus ille eſt, 
Quem ratio non ira movet : qui facta rependens, 
On filio punire poteſt, 8 


This Appeal to Lord Cobham will, it is hoped, be 


thought juſt and natural. 


In Cacian's Hero there is a whole Chapter upe 
Smpathies between Great Men, to which we refer as before 


Fhiĩs Deſcription of Triumphs, and the Joys they are 
able to cauſe, by Afnr- Efects upon the Victor, ſtill re- 


fers to Mr. Congreve's Ode. 


= 


The Connections which ſeem wantin | here, of the 
Speech of the Genius to join the Anſwer of the Warrior, 


were purpoſely omitted, in imitation of ſome Antients, 


who think cutting them off adds Strength to what is 


ſaid, | 


0 See Xenophon's Deſcription of Good and Evil Gem, 


in his Diſcourſe upon Socrates. 


This Appeal to Lord Cobham is to ſhew the Power 
of Poetry, and refers ſtill to Mr. Congreve's Ode, on the 
Succeſs of the Victorious Duke of Marlborough's Arms. 


* Mr. Dryden, in his Alexander's Feaſt, very cly 
88 the Power of Muſic and Poetry over the Paſ- 
ons. 


All this Paſſage ſhews, that, in this Praiſe attribu- 

ted to the Duke by Mr. Congreve, the principal Regard is, 

that the higheſt Parts of it are carried no farther, than 

what are truly, exactly, and r juſt. 
h * 2 


„Alu- 


| (44) 
3+ Alluding to Mr. Congreve's Ode, ut ſupra. ' + + 
Here is given a very juſt Reaſon for preferring the 

Victories of Marlborough to thoſe of Caſar. | 


36 37 See Spondanugs Preface to his Edition of Homer. 
And Rapin ſays the ſame thing. reg 


„ Such Heroes allow of no Superiority, but are all 
Equals in great and good Actions. vid. Gracian's Hero. 


The Praiſe of Heroic Poets, but principally Mr. Con- 
greve, takes up all the remaining Parc of the Epiſtle, * 


4' 4* Horace and Boileau frequently Apologize in this 
manner for their Epiſtles. See particularly Boileau's Pre- 
face to his Tranſlation of Longinus. 


$4445 4647 4$ 49 59 Theſe References all allude to the 
Antients. Horace aſſerts, that Poets ſhare the Fame of 
Heroes, by exciting them to noble Deeds. Nothing but 
what was Grecian, pleaſed. Lord Cobham ſhews the 
I-\ Soundneſs of his Judgment, by placing a right Value F 
5 on Mr. Congreve. Poets were the firſt Philoſophers, 
1 and brought Men from a wild and ſavage to a foci 
Life. See Horace. The greateſt Heroes of all Ages 
held Poets in the higheſt Veneration. And they are ſhewn 
| to Praiſe them in this Epiſtle, becauſe they animate He- 
| 1 roes to defend their Country by Arms, and afterwards 
1 celebrate their Battles. 0 


| 
/ 


1 n Reſers to the beginning of Mr. Congreve's Ode,&c, viz. 
O well-known Sounds ! O Melody the ſame, | 


1 That kindled Mantuan Fire, and rais'd Mæonian Flame. | 
bl. 0  » #* Poeſy beſt Martial Mufick, &c. Many are the fine De- 
{*  - Aferiptionsof the Power of Mufic ; ſuch is that with which 
[ | Mr. Congreve opens his Tragedy of the Mourning, Bride. 

0 | #3 See Claudian's Praiſe of Stilico. | 
| | 2 | | | 54 See N 
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See what Tully ſays" on Alexander, * the Tonb of 
Achilles, in his Oration, pro Arch, Poet. 


„This is a ſtrong Argument for the Love g A a Men 
and Heroes ought to bear to Men of Wit and 


Many Heroes, as well as Alexander, PORT 
they became ſo, by reading Homer, and other great Poets 
and Hiſtorians. | 


Don Alphonſo K. of * &c. uſed to ſay, 10 That 
Drums and Trumpets did not more enliven a Warlike-,., 
Ef 2 than the Fame of Ceſar kindled in his Heart a 
* Martial Fire.” See Gracian's Hero, chap. 17. 4 


5 Alluding to Horace's Epiſtle to * on the — 
Subject as this to Lord Cham. : 


1 Refers to Mr. Congreve's fine Epiſtle to Lord ae 
printed, with his Laſt Will and Teſtament, by Mr. Curll 
in Bow-ſtreet, Covent-Garden. 


50 er Alluding to Lord Cbham's Expedition to Spain, 
and the Dread they might have of another from him. 


e Tull, tho the greateſt of Orators, was yet one 
of the moſt indifferent Poets. Mr. Dryden has tranſlated 
this Verſe of Tully, to the ſame odd Key in which he 
compoſed it in Praiſe of his own Conſulſnip. 

O Fortunatam natam, me Conſule, Romam. 
Fortune foretun'd the dying Notes of Rome, 
Till I, thy Conſul ſole, confol'd thy Doom. 


But Tully wrote ſo fine an Oration on the Mazilian Law, 
that many. Commentators are not content with commend- | 
ing it as a Human, but extol it as a Work Divine, 


** This is Mr. Congreve's own Line. See his Epiſtle 
to Lord Cobham. 


Cæſar, 
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Ih eb and his Writings, 5 
or all Men: In his Diſcourſe bpʒe 
* conftant Wit and right Reaſon 5, in his Actions | 
3 Succeſs; in his WHO every thing any 

bores pretend to; and one, which perhaps no Man 

5 he mentions; himfelf with a good Gtace. 
Se Sheld's Chriſtian Hero, anti yh, 70 

To conclude, Mr. Cungreve may be juſtly called by 6 
Apolla his Laureat, being ſo r 
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